6           THE SECOND  PART  OF

To speak so true at first? my office is

To noise abroad that Harry Monmouth fell

30 Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword.
And that the king before the Douglas* rage
Stooped his anointed head as low as death.
This have I rumoured through the peasant towns
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone,
Where Hotspur's father, old Northumberland,
Lies crafty-sick. The posts come tiring on,
And not a man of them brings other news
Than they have learned of me. From Rumour's tongues

40 They bring smooth comforts false, worse than true

wrongs.                                                        [he goes

[i. i.]         * Enter the LORD BARDOLPH J

L. Bardolph [calls]. Who keeps the gate here, ho?

\A Porter appeals on the wall above the gate

Where is the earl?
Porter. What shall I say you are?
L. Bardolph.                                Tell thou the earl

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here.

Porter. His lordship is walked forth into the orchard,
Please it your honour knock but at the gate,
And he himself will answer*

NORTHUMBERLAND comes forth, hobbling upon
a trutch and with his head muffled

L. Bardolph.                       Here comes the earl,

Northumberland. What news, Lord Bardolph? every

minute now
Should be the father of some stratagem.